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Chase Wind through the oceans, fields and 
mountains as, from zephyr to gale, she carries 
seeds and stirs seas, enriching the world and 
breathing life. Dom Conlon & Anastasia Izlesou

Blow, Wind, Blow!
The Wild Wanderers 
series:
Leap, Hare, Leap!
Swim, Shark, Swim!
Blow, Wind, Blow!

Forthcoming books:
Shine, Star, Shine!
Grow, Tree, Grow!
Fly, Butterfly, Fly!
Flow, Water, Flow!
Run, Cat, Run!

Burn, Fire, Burn!
Stomp, Elephant, Stomp!
Bloom, Flower, Bloom!
Dig, Ant, Dig! 

Visit www.graffeg.com 
for details.  
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Heat-snatcher, pressure-catcher,
Wind borrows strength from the Earth.

With a huff and a puff, Wind bellows a breeze
and the shirt sleeves all cheer in the air.

What a wheeze that was, what a blast of good fun,
now Wind wants to do it again.
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Go further, go farther
grow big and grow strong and

Blow, Wind, Blow!
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Curling over fences and into the trees
Wind scatters leaves like a sneeze.

And when a chirruping chick leaps from a nest,
Wind’s breezy hands help her fly.

Then Wind plucks a sycamore seed from a tree
and helicopters it over the hills.



12

To Holland’s stout windmills, which stand like white dresses,
grinding down grain for our cakes.

There’s a flurry of flour – the miller’s all white
and Wind whistles away with a laugh.

Go further, go farther
grow big and grow strong and

Blow, Wind, Blow!
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